n6       EVENING  ON THE BROADS.
As the wall of a prison imprisoning the mere is the girth
of it lifted : But the rampire of water in front is erect as the wall of
a grave. And the crests of it crumble and topple and change, but
the wall is not broken : Standing still dry-shod, I see it as higher than my
head, Moving inland alway again, reared up as in token
Still of impending wrath still in the foam of it shed. And even in the pauses between them, dividing the
rollers in sunder, High overhead seems ever the sea-line fixed as a
mark,
And the shore where I stand as a valley beholden of hills whence thunder